ACT I                 PRIVATE    LIVES
SIBYL : Fm glad.    I'd rather have that sort of love.
ELYOT : You're right. Love is no use unless it's
wise, and kind, and undramatic. Something steady
and sweet, to smooth out your nerves when you're
tired. Something tremendously cosy ; a'nd unflurried
by scenes and jealousies. That's what I want, what
I've always wanted really. Oh my dear, I do hope
it's not going to be dull for you,
SIBYL :   Sweetheart, as tho* you could ever be dull,
ELYOT : I'm much older than you.
SIBYL :  Not so very much.
ELYOT :  Seven years.
SIBYL (snuggling up to him): The music has stopped
now and you can hear the sea.
ELYOT : We'll bathe to-morrow morning.
SIBYL : I mustn't get sunburnt.
ELYOT :  Why not ?
SIBYL :  I hate it on women.
ELYOT : Very well, you shan't then. I hope you
don't hate it on men.
SIBYL :  Of course I don't.   It's suitable to men.
ELYOT : You're a completely feminine little creature
aren't you ?
SIBYL :  Why do you say that ?
ELYOT :  Everything in its place.
SIBYL : What do you mean ?
ELYOT : If you feel you'd like me to smoke a pipe,
I'll try and master it.
SIBYL : I like a man to be a man, if that's what you
mean.
ELYOT : Are you going to understand me, and
manage me?
SIBYL : I'm going to try to understand FOU.
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